EXTREMES MEET

journey from one Naval base to another, he was still
acutely aware of his romantic post. In real life
this burly clean-shaven man of about thirty-four was
a fashionable stockbroker, and the somewhat excessively
nautical air he affected was a desire to insist on his pre-
war fame at Burnham-on-Crouch and his position as
Rear-Commodore of one of the less important yacht
clubs. He wanted it to be clear that he had been in the
R.N.V.R. before the war and that his job as Messenger
had nothing to do with any influence he might possess in
high places. Jealous people were always ready to sneer,
and though Lieut-Commander Hunter never lost an
opportunity of pointing out what a dangerous job his
was, he could not pretend that it was not at the same
time rather a pleasant one. Admirals and Ambassadors
gave him good dinners for the sake of his gossip. Ladies
gave him brilliant glances (and sometimes a good deal
more) for the sake of his reservations in the wagon-lits,
The least he could do for his country was never to let a
crossed bag out of his sight.

" Beg pardon, sir," Scrutton apologized, " I was for-
getting how particular you always was. So's Lord Wilt-
shire, sir, the War Office Messenger. In fact, the last
time he passed through, and I went to take his bag he
was so upset he dropped it on his foot and swore for about
five minutes without a breath. Did you come on the
Coppetia, sir, as usual ? "

The Messenger winced slightly,

" In the Coppelia, yes."

At this moment Charles Amberlcy appeared at the
head of the corridor leading to the Chancery.

** Hull?,   Admiral/' he  exclaimed  in  his pleasant,
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